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- dr EVIEWERS cruſh'd, —at once my Muſe begin, 


R 5 Diſperſe all fear, and daſh through thick and 
KS RK thin, 


CHURCHILL commands; unload thy ſwelling breaſt, 


Pelt friends and foes, and ſhare the gen' ral jeſt. 
And you, good Sirs, whoſe ſtill- born labours lie 
In ſheets too foul to meet the Public eye; 
Whoſe feet, diſmantled by theſe fell Reviews, ; 
Too long have wiſh'd the luxury of ſhoes, 


A Deſcend, 


71 


Deſcend, deſcend; and FlExN Ey in a trice 


Will cloath the bantlings at a mod'rate price; 

&o ſhall your credit at the Tap commence, 

And pockets jingle with unuſual pence. 

Long was AugGusTa, ancient Seat of wit, 

Through ev'ry Stage by hide-bound Critics bit ; 
Knaves, who preſum'd to judge all works by rule, 
And ſwore, that half our bards ſhould go to ſchool ; 
Who cruſh'd with murd'rous hands, oh ſhame to tell ! 
The tender maggot crawling from the ſhell. | 
Hence did the Sons of Mook r1eLDs ceaſe to ſqueak ; 
Hence Muzeniap-auTaors ſcrubb'd a hollow check : 
Hence did our grumbling hawkers ceafe to bawl ; 
Hir.1's long deſcendants groan'd on ev'ry ſtall ; 

(HILL, who like Palau, fifty children led 

The bulky offspring of a ſpurious bed) 

Hence did brave P— R diflolve in debt, 


And with his name adorn the ſad Gazerre ; 


Great 


0 
Great were his perils, who on Rhime's rough ſeas 
Experience tells a hackney d thought may pleaſe) 
Spread his new Sheets, where the winds envious how], 
By rancour ſwell'd, and pirate Critics prowl. 

Greater his danger, if the wretch depend 

For promis'd ſuccour on a Beer-houſe friend; 

That friend alas, may prove an arrant bite, 

And ſhew falſe lights at DAR 's F all the night; 
What Honours then ſhall crown the mighty man 
Who firſt defeated th' old ingrofling plan ! 

Took off th' embargo on our chiming trade, 

And vile abuſe with vile abuſe repay d. 

Be grateful Gzus-sTREET | choiceſt flow'rets cull, 

To deck his button-hole and ample ſkull | _ 

Now ſhall your Wit emerge with brighter grace, 
Begot and ripen'd by the frothy vaſe ; 


Great are his perils in this ſtormy time, 
Wuo raſhly ventures on a Sea of Rhime, &c. (Apology, pag. 2.) 
+ A decent houſe in Coyent-garden, where a ſuppoſed helper to the author of the Roſciad 


uſually enjoys his evenings, 
rr Now 


Now ſhall your wives indulge in dowlaſs ſheets, 


Nor bawl Ye berrings thro' the ſtinking ſtreets, 


All muſt allow (or Juſtice ſure is fled) 
The meaneſt botch to earn a bit of bread, 
Who would not ſtare if Ruvuzx $ durſt refuſe 
Lame Nev his privilege of cobling fn? 
Throughout the world this holds unvary'd till, 
In all profeſſions but the luckleſ quill. = 
The greateſt here forget their ſplendid height, 
And with the vileſt wage the ſordid fight. 
*Gainſt Grub-ſtreet's tribe rapacious SMOLLET roſe, 
With ruthleſs hand, and fill'd the cup of woes ; 
Satires and ſongs, occaſional eſſays, 
And half-form'd odes, and indigeſted plays, 
Memoirs by fifty differing Sires begot, 


All, all, on NozLz's ſhelves he doom'd to rot. 


| 8 An eminent ſhoe· maker. 


Malicious 


Malicious man | whilſt of SALT ERO's king 


You ſip ſweet punch, and make the table ring, 

| Think of the bard who rubs his frigid noſe, 

No fire alas! but what the Muſe beſtows j 

Who (fad reverſe !) in Srxius' ſultry reign 

Feels double heat torment his melting brain ; 
Whilſt of great CaLvERT's BUTT no fay'ry {wills 
Muſt cool his frying lip—ſo SMoLLET wills! 


Or ſhould gay bardlings in a rampant fit, 
By ſmiling Mothers flatter'd into Wit, | 
To mild AroLLo's gracious temple bring 
A ſong to 1 or an ode to Spring, 
Which conn'd at tea- -tables, with greedy eyes, 
Exalt ſweet maſter to, the bending ſies! 
Why ſhould'ſt thou cruſh the eager boy at once, 


And teach the town to mark him for a lance? 
A Coftee- Houſe at CH ea. 


B A Critic 


* A Critic erſt, as fifty bards have writ, 


Was quite a Corrkkr to the ſons of wit; 

He handed up their works, and handed down, 

And ſhew'd the pretty Strangers all the town. 

But now, alas! ſuch the reverſe of times, 

He furs our beauties, and ſelects our crimes z 

What then remains? Let ChHurcniLL graſp the rein, 


And what he won by front, by front maintain 


Hampen of bards! bleſt viceroy of the nine 
Who left your own, to grace their dearer ſhrine 1 
Who bravely ſcorn'd old Cranwmer's muſty rules, 
And grave grimace, the foppery of Schools! 
Whether in FLEXNEV's leathern chair you fit, 


Prais'd, and preſented with the choiceſt bit; 


* A Critic was of old a glorious name, 
Whoſe ſanction handed merit up to fame, &c, Apol. pag. 3, 4+ 
See alſo Lloyd's Epiſtle, pag. 1. 


Or, 
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Or, ſwol'n with conſcious pride, on CLarnam lawn 


To needy wives diſplay your wit and brawn ; 
Oh! nod propitious to thy Gauf-SrRER T's prayer | 
And ſeize with wonted port the Critic-chair ; 
On thee alone her haggard ſons rely, 

To burſt their dens, and breathe a purer ſky ; 
Forbear dread Sir! thy genius to abuſe, 

Nor force diſtracted texts on ſnoring pews ; 
THruLE expects, in her neglected cauſe, 

More from thy pen than he compulſive clauſe ; 
So ſhall her tribes the conquer'd realms poſſeſs, 
And daily ſquibs thy ſturdy ſceptre bleſs! 


So when old tyrants rode the Barrisk ſtate, 
TyLzs, bold upſtart, turn'd the ſcale of fate; 
Slaves on the necks of rev'rend nobles trod, 
And greater ſtill, each man ſet up his God: 


2 


Mook- 


Mooxr1tLDs O'erjoy'd, inverted order ſaw, 


Whilſt dray-men's whelps pronounc'd deſpotic law. 


Who can with patience hear that Mureany's tongue 


Perſuade the town that Jealouſy is wrong ? 


An Iarsu plot—my friends of Cuzarsips keep 


Redoubled watch, and pen your ſtragling ſheep: 


Th' ill- meaning bard a deſp rate ſeaſon choſe, 


When the frail Sex perceives unuſual throes, 


In Love's rich tides when luſcious eye-balls ſwim, 


And ſtrange convulſions work on ev'ry limb; 
When ancient Hocus with Change - duſty- ſprent 
7 lies his young Wife, and cleaves to cond per cent. 
CHURCHILL ariſe, ſhall play wights, ſuch as he, 
Sanuggle tautology ſtill duty free: *. 

Shall he, without of wit the leaſt pretence, 
Draw gaping crowds, and pocket all the pence ? 


„ —— ſecure, for me, 
Let playwrights ſmuggle nonſenſe duty free: Apol. pag. 9. 
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What ſhall one evening's undeſery'd ſucceſs 


Clear ninety pounds when Rosciaps went for leſs ? 
Tho', give the Dev'l his due, the Rosctap took 
Beyond all thought—we love a ranc'rous joke ; 

"Tis ſure to pleaſe—what elſe could reconcile 

Th' incongruous maſs that bore the monſtrous pile? 
Thou canſt annihilate both time and ſpace, 

And make ſmart David ſue for Rosc1us' place. 

Thou canſt force SHaxEsPEaRE, and ſhrewd BN to rife, 
And try the cauſe, like Juſtices at Size; 

Thou an diſlolve Chronology's old bands, 


Th' AvcusrTan age and Georce's mult ſhake hands. 


Yet, what could ſtimulate thy ſquirting rage, 
Why point thy heavy wrath againſt the tage ? 
The ſtage, by ev'ry clime and age conteſt, 
Of Virtue's ſchools, the oldeſt and the beſt, 
C That 
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That warm'd the ſoul, enforc'd the ſocial band, 


And ſtole the ſcourge from ſtern Oppreſſion's band; 


Ihbat rous'd the chief when Public glory call'd, 
Confirm'd the Juſt, and frontleſs guilt appall'd ; 
That firſt the nerves of yonthful TurLy ſtrung, 
And ſhed ambroſial ſweetneſs on his tongue; 
That rais'd the GREEEs a trophy more compleat, 
| Than Porvus' fall, or XErxes' vaſt defeat. 
But of known facts, few inſtances are beſt ; 
Read FRANKLIN's SorRHOCLESs, you'll find the reſt. | 
© Read SornocLEes” (the angry bard replies, 
True ſtingo ſpirit gliſt'ning in his eyes) | 
« Why, zZounds, I've prov'd it in and out of doors, 
«© That all the Gaexxs were ſtupid ſons of whores ; 
That that there boaſted fool could ne'er compole, 
“ Aught but a /ymphony of bais and hoes *. 
« I alſo prov'd the ſummer-ſcheme a cheat; 
1 « Who doubts it, lies—by G—, I'll crack his pate,” 


* And with their hais and hees and hoes "2 
— Make a ſymphony of woes, Ejpiſt. to Garrick, pag. 7. 


But 


„—ͤ— * 
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But Foote appears—his voice, his ſpirits fled, 


Conſus d he flunt,, and hung his ſhameful head. 


Hail mighty Foors ! enraptur'd with thy name, 
I ipurn the ground, and catch a fiercer flame: 
'Fhro* various years by various fortunes toſt, 
How bright a Champion was to Barrain loſt - 
That arm, perhaps on Mixvzx's field, could ſway 
The dubious fight, and crown the glorious day : 


That ſapient head, when money's wondrous ſcarce, 


Might plan a lott'ry cafier than a farce ; 


But cruel Fortune with her uſual Fraud, 


Confin d thy wars to auctioneer and bawd. 


Thy ſchemes, alas ! to rouſe a wretch's groans, 


And then eſcape him with unbroken bones ; 


Whilſt round thy haunts in vain he prowls the night, 
And damns and bangs cach p—ſ[—ng poſt for ſpite : 


Ariſe, 


L 72 ] 


Ariſe, ariſe, for once take heart of grace, 
And ſhew thy leg as pow'rful as thy face ; | 
Purſue the fight thou nobly haſt begun 

(A good beginning's half the buſineſs done) 
Collect thy might, the happy juncture catch, 
And treat this ſeaſon with a kicking- match: 
As ancient BxuTus, deem'd a lewd Buffoon, 
In a new character ſurpriz d the town; 
Shew'd ev'ry e raſcal to the door, 
Who fifty times had p ſs d on him before: 
So ſhall thy noſe at length in ſafety ft, 

And foes, now dreadful, crouch beneath thy wit, 


The ſtage, great Cnuncnrr, like cach human Rate, 


Has often felt a fad reverſe of fate ; 
Oft have we ſeen ſmall tyrants ſeize the throne, 


And force the vileſt nonſenſe on the Town. 


Plots 


_ 


Plots that diſgrace e en theſe degen'rate days, 
Ard phraſes glean'd from twenty various plays; 
The underplot, - thro' which the world may ſee, 
The clumſy joke and leaden repartee ; 

The bombaſt ſea, beneath whoſe frothy ſwell 
Garxick could ſcarcely ſtand, and Banz fell; 
Where not one beam of happy nature fir'd 

His feeling breaſt, or tuneful tongue inſpir' d; 
Where hair-btain'd bees ſcal d the ry ſkies, 
And Lovers whin'd like Wes TMINSTER S whipt * 
There, there indignant BaxRv fled to art, 


And forc'd his paſſions as he forc' d his part, 


But when his theme was ſuited to his choice, 
Above the poct's roſe the actor's voice; | 
By Fancy warm'd, by native Genius ſtrung, 
OrTwav's fivect ſtrains flow'd ſweeter from his tongue; 
D 


The 


— — — 


— — 
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The living pathos fore d the heart-felt 4igh | 
From ev'ry breaſt, and fill d each honeſt eyc. 


; 
LEY | — — 
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Nay, oft on rugged Mossoe;s ſullen brow / 


We've ſeen the fire of genuine paſſion glow ; 


Revenge, remoyſe, deſpair, and dread ſurprize, 
Stalk'd in his gait, and lighten d in his eyes; 
Wrapt in a ſtorm he ſpurn'd the vale of art, 


And ſeiz d with tyrant ſorce the trembling heart. 


Hadſt thou, dread CupnchiLI, held an hour's debate, 
And with thy own compar'd the actor's ſtate; 


Soon would the ſtrong reſemblance fully ſtrike; 
Curates and Play 'rs in one point are alike : 
Both ſway'd by gain—do Patrons recommend, 


A text or play ?—ſubmit—or favours end. | 


"a el ae, 8 4 1 PE; ” . 
Should zealous Gxvs, three rectries in his gift, | 


| Command to turn the long-loy d muſe adrift, 


Should 


— 
e 
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Some, Rill more luckleſs, cramm'd in Ships of war, 


Should he from ſuburb pulpits bid thee roar, 
And damn ill- natur d ſeribblers by the ſcore; 
How would thy fretted thoughts each word disjoint, 
And hums and haas fumble about the 8 5 


Gs elves, 


(As vagrant jades enforc'd by F 
Sad ſtrain of pow'r | to criminate themſelves) 
Then ceaſe to ſtare, if Actors looſe their fire, 


When forc'd to drag thro' ev'ry blockhead's mire. 


AQors are oft mere vagabonds 'tis true *, 
Pray, reverend Sir, and are not Curates too? 
Or mean dependants on a Patron's ſmile, 


Or whul'd from Nova-Scort1a to BELLE-IsIE: 


To bag up winds and ſchool the docile tar; 
Ent'ring at once into the Tard. room jeſt, 
Gulp luſcious flip, and gulp it zo the beft +. 


See Apology, pag. 11. ＋ p, IT, 12. 


* — — ——— 


— — 

But if ſtarv'd bantlings rouſe thy honeſt ſcorn, * 

To ancient Causr1a's cloud-capt regions turn, 

At th' alehouſe door where Rev'rend Tarry ſtands, 
With tuneful engine and judicious hands, 
Av-Snenkin's fame, this ſon of David ſings, 

In rumbling notes, and thrumbs the crackling ſtrings ; 
Charm'd with the ſound, his goat forgets to browſe, 


His babes to whimper, and his wife to louſe. 


Tis wrong, great Sir, howe'er your verſes gloſs, 
To judge profeſſions by their vileſt drofs. 
Who tears a wreath from Szcxir's awful crown, 
Becauſe a Curate ſquirts at half the town? 
Or Tarrv's fiddle, with that goat his couſin, 
Maintain of ragged-brats full half a dozen? 
Wile as thou art, receive it as a rule, 


eben bein 


® Sce Apology, pag. 11, 12. 
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[ 17 ] 
| What gen'rous chief wou'd lift th' unhallow'd ſpear, 


Againſt the wretch who moſt demands a tear? 


An Actor ſure may riſe to juſt renown, 


And tho' no prieſt, prove uſeful to the town ; 


_ OL Ne — 
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Perhaps once rais'd, he ſpurns the former crew * 


of dirty friends, and ſo in troth would you; 


How would you fume, if rob'd in facred lawn, 


Should ſome old crony rap at early dawn? 
| Soon would he find how chang'd the jolly times, 


When o'er a pot you club'd your jokes and rhymes. 


Nay, ſhould Elinu f, whom the Graces bleſs, | 
| True Judgment crowns, and all the nine careſs ; 
Who train d ſoſt youth to ev'ry praiſeful art, 
And by his own example ſorm'd the heart; 

Who laſh'd the GakEEs with decent ridicule +, 
And plainly prov'd each foreign bard a fool; 


if A 


ot Apolog. pag. 13. t See Reſciad, pag. 7. called the 5th Edition | 


I, a gentleman, did wed, 
The lady 1 would never bed, 


Great Agememnen's royal daughter, 
p ol. aming hitk 


— — — 


8) 
Who firſt ſhew'd! Rupid BBITAIN SHAKESPEAR's flame, 
And greater ſtill, chalk d out Thy" paths to, fame : 
Should he, even he, obtrude his length of chin, 


Alas! I tear © his Lordſhip's not within.“ 


But now an ancient poet twitch'd my ear, 


And ſpoke aloud, * Vain child of verſe forbear; 


&« Reſtore thy ſhafts, —as well may autumn rains 
“Attack the gooſe on DUnsTABLE's. rich plains ; 
«© Off his broad back th invidious torrent flies, 
7 « He claps his wings, and cackles to the Skies ;* 
Yet where's the mighty crime, I cannot feel, 
+ To ſpin ſmall worſted on the muſe's wheel: 
I never ſtrung infernal Envy's bow, | 
Or baſely foro d the modeſt cheek to glow ; 
No poiſon'd ſneer can charge me with its birth, 
No ſquinting praiſe to cheapen abſent worth; 
Nor madly partial graſp d I th' idle pen, | 


To gild or blacken any ſect of men; 
+ Spinning Reaſon into harmleſs Rhime. Apol, pag. 19. 


Nor . 
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Nor did I once in jocund council fit, 


The venal trumpeter of SMoLLET'S wit; 


Nor ſhould his own Cervantes burſt the tomb, 
And once again theſe barren ſpheres illume : | 
On terms ſo odious wou'd I condeſcend, 
To court the glorious Genius for my friend ; 
And yet, O SwoiLeT | is thy Ranpow loſt, 
The wittieſt page theſe latter days cou'd: boaſt ? | 
Can ruthan-hands the native beam deſtroy, 
That cheer'd cach gloom, and waken'd ſocial Joy? 
What tho' ſome trivial errors ſcap d thy pen, 
For Genius ſometimes ſleeps, and men are men, 
The pow'rs of laughter burſt in every line, | 
And Humour's envied palm is wholly thine, 

I neer with Mureny join'd the ſocial tear, 


That grac'd his long-lov'd parent's decent bier; 
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Foote, 


To] 
From ſelf- experience ne'er could recommend, 
The pious kinſman, and th' unſhaken friend : 
Nor yet with him lamented half the blows, 
Of cauſeleſs malice and uninjur'd foes. | 
Nay more (and ſome will think it very odd,) 
I never felt ſtern Cn ms dreaded rod ; 
Illuftrious Sir, in this O perſevere, 
So may ſweet Comforts lull your dying ear: 
So may _you only ope the ſhining doors 
Of wit, and all the Criſs- croſs row be yours * ! 
« But why then publiſh ?”, Nature will unbend, 
Tho' broken bones and pillories attend; 
The curſed itch, all cexibblers will agree, 
Torinents the tribe, e CHURCHILL down to me: 
Ay, but the theme and verſe,” why thele I choſe, 
As beſt befitting eaſe, and neareſt proſe ; 


And all the captive Criſs-croſs row is her's Apol. pag. 5. 


And 


And ſure, by right, the ſot ſhould ſuffer moſt, 
Who laughs the loudeſt at another's coſt. 


% Young man be cautious, gather Senſe betimes, 
Nor raſhly truſt thy peace to faithleſs rhymes; 

ce Should'ſt thou ſucceed, obſtrep'rous Envy rings 
The Stygian peal, and ſhoots ten thouſand ſtings. 
« F ail, and thy works the grinning lines extend, 

« Of each dull enemy and hollow friend. 

© ſeek no fame — the Dev l is in the dice, 

« If the beſt bards don't pay a ſwinging price: 
Tis worſe than Hell, forbear the deadly view, 

'Tis worſe, and fad example proves it true, 

Adieu all workmen of the rhiming trade, 

Adieu dull foes and friends in maſquerade ;. 


Adieu ſarcaſtic wit, that never won 


The ſlighteſt bleſſing for a hapleſs Son, 
You pilfer'd ſquibs +, which through ErL1nv's REY 


Like ſhotten whiting, oleam' d with ſpurious light ; . 
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1 ne the“ hill I: forſeit All pretence, Agi N 8 D 
A ſeek, tho late, tlie vale of Common ſenſe. N 


FP 


Come Fus ra, come, and thou thrice-rev'rend ſage, ,; 
*Fhick- folio'd Corr, and PLownan's pond reus page; 
Come dear Self · Intereſt, ſuckle me wWitlſii n 
he happy reach of WESTMINSTER' s ſoft din: FI 98 or 
Enliſt, enroll ; me, with thoſe Sires who! fail .- + bat di 
on wealth's ſmooth wave, and ſteer the eb 3 

Who ne er contended for one falſe pretence, —-- -- 5 C 
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5 5 2 grant, to ſtun the various Coufts, - ® Now al 
* * On margents live, and; banner in reports, now als 
| || Down Time's rough tide my quoted name to flo, ＋ L W iDbA 


| Whilſt Clerks and Maſters old praiſe n =o {> nA 
| 
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* „ 
ot Ifethi gentle Reader will have patience enough to compare cheer, 4: bd 17th pages % 
Elibu's correct and facetious complimentary Epiſtle with the 3d, 4th, and 2 1 of the Ae, 
1 ow 3 he will find how much he is 1 * Reyetend Friend. ie 
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